The Tragedie o/Qmheime. 



Imogen wakes * 
Yes Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is the way ? 
I thankc yoti : by yond bufli? pray how farrc thecher £ 
'Odsjpitykins ; can it be fixe, mile yet ? 
I haue gone all night ; 'Fauhjile lyc downc^and (Icepc. 
But foft ; no Bedfellow i Oh Gods>and Goddeffes 
Thefc Fiowrcs are like the pieafures of the World ; 
This bloody matt the care oiVc. I hope! dreamc ; 
For fo I thought I was a Caue-keeper, 
And Cooke to honeft Creatures. But 'tis nor fo: 
'Twas but a bolt of nothing, (hot at nothing, 
Which the Biaine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes,^ 
, Are iometirjjes like our Iudgements,blindc. Good faith 
I tremble ftill with feare : but if there be 
Yet lef t in Heaucn, as fmall a drop of pitcic 
As a Wrens eye ; fear'd Gods, a part of it. 
The Dreame's heere flill : euen when I wake ic is 
Without me,as within me i not imagined, felt* 
i| A ncadleffe man ? The Garments oSPoslhtmm } 
1 know the fhape ©Ps Legge : this is his Hand : 
His Foote Mcrcuriall : his martiall Thigh 
The brawnes of Hercules : but his Iouiall face-—— 
Murtherin heaucn . ? How ?'tis gone. Pifamo, 
All Curfcs madded Hecuba gaue the Greekes, 
And mine to, boot, be d ar ted on thee : thou 
Confpir'd with that Irregulous diucll Cloten, 
Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous. Damn'd fijanio, 
Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd Pifanio) 
From this moft braueft veffcll of the world 
Strooke the maine top 1 Oh Pefthumtu, alas, 
Where is thy head? where's that? Aye me J where 9 * that ? 
Pifamo might haue kill'd thee at the heart, 
And left this head on. How fliould this be, Pifamo ? 
Tis he, and Cloten :Malice, and Lucre in them 
Haue laid this Woe heere. Oh 'tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drugge hegaue me, which hee faid was precious 
And Cordiall to me, haue I not found it 
Murd'rous to'th'Senfes f That confirmcs it home ; 
This is Pifanio's deede, and Cloten i Oh U 
G iue colour to my pale cheekc with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may fecrne to thole 
Which chance tofinde vs. Ob, my Lord! my Lord I 
Enter Lucius £ apt aines .and a Soothfayer* 

Cap. To them,the Legions garrifon'd in Gallia 
After your will, haue croft the Sea, attending 
You heere at Milford-Hauen, with your Shippcs • 
They are heere in readineffe. 

Luc. But what from Rome? 

Cap, The Senate hath fiirr'd vp the Confincr^ 
And Gentlemen of Italy, moft willing Spirits, 
That promife Noble Seruice : and they come 
Vnder the Conduft of bold Uchimo^ 
Sjema*s Brother. 

Luc. When expeft you them? 

Cap. With the next benefit o'th'winde/ 

Luc. This forwardneffe 
Makes our hopes faire. Command our prefent numbers 
Be muftcr cl : bid the Captaines lookc too't. Now Sir, 
. What haue you dream'd of late of this warrcs purpofe. 

Sooth. Laft niglu,the very Gods fhew'd me a vifion 
(I faft,andpray^ for their Intelligence) thus : 
1 faw loues Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd 
From the fpungy South, to this part of the Weft, 
There vanifVd in the Sun *beamcs,which portends 
(Ynlefle my finncs abufc my Diuination) 


Succefietoth'Romanhoaft/r 

Lnc* Dreame often fo, 
Ahdncuerfalfe. Soft hoa, what truncke is heero 
Without his top ? The mine fpeakes,' that W 
It was a worthy building. How?aPage> • • 
Or dead, or fleeping on him ? But dead rather * 
F6t Nature doth abhorre to make his bed 
With the defun^ or flcepevpon the dead. 
Let's fee the Boy es face. 

Cap. Hee's aliuemyLord. 

Luc. Hec'l then inftrua vs of this body • Youh 
Informe ys of thy Fortunes, for it fcemes ' * ^ 
They craue to be demanded : who is this 
Thou mak'ft thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That (otherwife then noble Nature did) 
Hath aher'd that good Pi&ure? What's thy ' m * xt * 
In this fad wracke? How earned ? Who tit i 
What art chou.<* 

Into. I am nothing • or if not, 
Nothing to be were better : This was my Mafter 
A very valiant Britaine, and a good, 
That heere by Mountaineers lyes flaine ; Alas, 
There is no more fuch Mafters : I may wander 
From Eaft to Occident, cry out for Scrufce 
Try many, all good : feruc truly : ncuer * 
Findc fuch another Mafter, 

Luc. 'Lacke,good youth; 
Thou mou'ft no lefTe with thy complaining, then 
Thy Maifter in bleeding : fay his name,good Friend. 

/i** Richard du Champ: Ifl dolye,and do 
No harme by it, thou gh the Gods heare, I hope 
They'l pardon it. Say you Sir f 

Luc t Thy name ? 

Into. Ftdele Sir. 

Luc. Thou doo'ft approue thy felfe the very faaw • 
Thy Name well (its thy Faith ; thy Faith,thy Name: ' 
Wilt take thy chance with me?I will not fay 
Thou (halt be fo well mafter 3 d, bat be fure 
No lefle belou d. The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Confull to me, fliould not fooncr 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee : Go with me. 

Imc He follow Sir, But firft,and t pleafe the Gods, 
He hide my Mafter from the Flies,as cfeepe 
As thefe poore Pickaxes can diggc : and when 
With wild wood-leaues & weeds.I ha' ftrew'dhis graue 
And on it faid a Century of prayers 
(Such a* I can)twicc o're, Jle wecpe,and fighe^ 
And leauing fo his feruicc/ollowyou, 
So pleafeyou entertaine mee* 

Luc. I good youth, 
And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee : My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught vs manly duties : Let vs 
Finde out the prettieft Daz.icd-Plot Ave can, 
And make hira with our Pikes and partizans 
A Graue: Come, Arme him: Buy hce , $preferrM 
By thee, to vs, and he fhall be incerr'd 
As Souldiers can. Be cheer cfull $ wipe thine eyes, 
Some Falles arc ifaeanes the happier to arifc. Exeunt 

Scenal ertia. 


Enter Cjmtelwo.Lords^andPifani^ 
Cym* Againc : and bring roe.word how 'tis with her, 
A Fcauow with the abfence of her Sonne ; 
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A madnefle, of which her lifers in danger : Hcaucns, 

How deeply you at once do touch me, Imogen, 

The great part of my comfort, gone ; My Queene 

Vpon a defpera: c bed, and in a time 

When fearefull Warrcs point at me : Her Sonne gone A 

Soneedfull for this prefent rltftrikes me.paft 

The hope of comfort. Bur for theejFellow, 

Who needs muft know of her de parture, and 

I)o,ft feeme lo ignorant, wee'I enforce it from thee 

By a lharpe Torture. 

fif. Sir, my life U yours, 
I humbly fer ic at your will : Bot for my Miftf is, 
I nothing know where ihe remaines : why gone, 
Nor when fhc purpofes recurne. Beiccch your Kighncs, 
Hold me your loyall Scruant. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
The day that (he was aiUSng, he was heere; 
I dare be bound hee's true, and fhaij per forme 
All parts ofhisiubietfion loyally. For Cloten, 
There wants no diligence in iecking him, 
And will no doubt be found, 

Cym> The time is troqbiefome : 
Wee'l flip you for a feafon, but our icaiouhe 
Do's yet depend. 

Lord. So pleafc your Maiefty, 
ThcRomaine Legipns^all from Gallia drawne, 
Are landed on your Coaft , with 3 fupply 
Of Romaine Gentlemen, by the Senate fenr. 
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7$cl % Sonnes, 
Wee'l higher to the Mountaines, there fecurc v„ 
To the Kings party there's no going : newneffe 
QfClotens death (we being not knowne, not mufter'd 
Among the Bands) may dnue vs to a render 
Where we haue liu d; and fo extort from's that 
Which we haue done, whole anfwer wotrld be death 
Drawnc on with Torture. 

Gut, This is (Sir)a doubt 
In fuch a time, nothing becomming you, 
Nor fatisfying vs. 

Arm. It is not likely, 
That when they hcare their Roman horfes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires ; haue both their eyes 
Audeares fo cloyd importantly as now, 
That they will wafte their time vpon our nore^ 
To know from whence we are. • 

'Bel. OhJ am knowne 
Of many in the Army : Many yceres 
(Though Cloten then but young) you fee, not wore him 
F»oni my rememb ranee. And be fides, the King 
Hath not deferu'd my Seruice, nor your Loues, 
Who findc in my Exile, the want ofBreeding • 
The certainty of this heard life, aye hopelcfle 
To haue the courtefie your Cradle promis'd, ° 
But to be flill hot Summers Tanhng^and 
The fhrinking Slaues of Winter. 
Cu'u Then be fo 


Cym. NowfortheCounfaiieofmy Sonand Queen, j Better to ceafe to be. Pray Sir, to'th'Army: 
I am amaz'd with matter. j y and my Brother are 


Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can affront no lefle (ready : 

Then what you heare of. Come more, for more vouVc 
The want is>but to put thofe Po vvres in motion, 
That longtornoue, 

Cym, I thanke you : let's withdraw 
And meete rhc Time, as it kekes vs* We fcare not 
What can from Italy annoy V3, btit 
We greeue ac chances heere. Away. Exeunt 

Pifa. 1 heard no Letter from my Mafter, Gnce 
1 wrote him Imogen was flaine. Tis flrange : 
Nor heare I froa) my Mifiris, who did promife 
Toyeeld me often tydings. Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten y but remaine 
Perplextin all. TheHeauens flill mufl workc : 
Wherein I am falfe, I sm honcft : not true, to be true. 
Thefcprefent warresfliall findc Jloue my Country, 
Euen to the note o'th'Ktng, or He fail in them i 
All other doubts, by time let them be cleer'di, 
Fortune brings in fomc Boats,that are not fteer'd. Exit. 



Enter e Beiar 'tw,GuideriHs y & ArutragM. 
Cut. The noyfe is round about vs. 
'Bel. L e r. v s from it. 

xArni. What plea fare Sir,we findc in life, to locke it 
From A6tion,and Aducncure. 

Gui. Nay,what hope 
Haue we in hiding vs? This way the Romaines 
I Muft, or for Briraines flay vs orreceiue vs 
For barbarous and vnnaturall Reuolts 
During their vfc,and flay vs after. 


my Brother are not knowne ; your felfe 
So out of thought, and thereto fo orc-crrowne 
Cannot be qucflion d. 

Ami. By this Sunne that fliines 
l\t thither : What thing is'c, that I ntuet 
Did fee man dye, fcarie eicerlook'd on blood, 
But that of Coward Hares,1iot Goats, and Vcnifon ? 
Ncner beflrid a Horfefaue one, that had 
A Rider like my felfe, who neVe wore Rowell, 
Nor I ron on his heele f I am afliam'd 
To lookc vpon the holy Sunne, to haue 
The benefit of his bicfl Beames,remaining 
So long a poore vnknowne. 

Gui By heauens lie go, 
if you will blelfe me Sir, and giucmclcaue, 
lie take the better care : but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on-me,by 
The hands of Romaines. 
Ami. So fay I, Arrren. 
*BeJ* NorcafonI (fince of your Hues you fet^ 
So flight a valevvacion) fliould referue 
My crack'd one to more care. Haue with you Boyes; 
lr in your Country warres you chance to dye, 
That is my Bed roo (Lads)and there He lye. 
Leaded; the time fecmslong, their blood thinks fcorn 
Till it fly cout,and fhew them Princes borne. Exeunt* 



Enter Pofthnmus alone. 
Poft. Yea bloody cloth .lie keep thee : for I am wiflbc 
Thou fliould'ft be coloured thus. You married ones, 
If each of you fhould take this courfc, how many 
Mufl: murther Wiues much better then themfeluS* 
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